CHAPTER  XXVII
IN the wreckage Blanche found a piece of Echo's
tail, a feather on a fragment of stone.
They had broken him up with the banner and
the brave little unicorn; the wreaths and the
writing were gone, there was nothing of Rosabelle
left, only this fragment of Echo.
Blanche knelt on the stones and searched in the
rubble; not a line of his head, nor one small paw.
Quivering,, she laid down the fragment she had
found*
"It's no use keeping that/9 she said through
her tears, and dusting her hands she went away.